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he waves the others ahead. It is only a poilu who came out
earlier to mend the wire where a Boche shell had mussed it
up earlier in the day. He has been a little puzzled by the
silent patrol.
The party moves ahead Indian file, and in five minutes the
novice suddenly discovers that in every direction is darkness.
The tangle of wire in the rear has faded from view. Occa-
sionally a white object appears on the ground. A close-up
look, and you try to forget it. The rest of the patrol have
seen things like this before, and think nothing of it. But a
grinning white thing in the middle of No-Man VLand gives
food for thought—for the beginner.
"Rat-tat-tat," a Boche machine-gun breaks the silence.
Everybody flattens against the ground and waits until the
stillness becomes depressing. This "rat-tat-tat" shows that the
Boche is still very much alive. It is a warning to be cautious.
Almost any minute an unfriendly parachute flare is likely.
The patrol's work is done. It has found "nothing unusual in
No-Man's-Land."
As stealthily as any American Indian ever crouched or
crawled, the patrol heads back, but ready to flatten out again
at a second's notice. Quiet continues, however, and the patrol
returns to the friendly wire, and crawls and wriggles through
it and into the trench, which gives the sensation of being the
safest place in the world.
"Word is passed down the trench to all its silent watchers
that the patrol is ended, and that trench warfare is on again.
At daybreak there will be more coffee and "gnoles," and the
night trench dwellers will pass the watch to the day shift,
who have been sleeping peacefully in the dugouts a few
yards away.
After six days and nights of "first "trench" life, the poilu
goes back to "rest and quiet" in the second line.

